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that made the woman think that Sreenivasaiya
might have come again. The woman said to
herself: "I shall prostrate myself before my
brother. Let the dust of his feet touch my head
and make this sinful body pure ". She got up
with this thought and saw that the man whom
the messenger boy brought in was not Sreeni-
vasaiya but our amorous friend of the afternoon.
For a moment but only for a moment she was
surprised.
Our amorous friend walked in like a con-
quering hero, twirling his moustache. Not awaiting
welcome or invitation to be seated he walked up
to a chair and sat, and looking at the woman with
an air of possession said : " See; was I to be put
off? Not for him or his father. What a scoun-
drel! He had come here also? How sancti-
monious he looks, the practised rogue ".
The woman's face had now lost all traces of
distress. She was again smiling and looking
happy. She came near our friend and said:
" I was wondering why you did not come. Why
should you think of him, the poor simpleton ?"
And with a graceful gesture she took our amorous
friend by the hand and led him ill. Looking like
a king whom victory had crowned, the visitor
played with his moustache and followed her, seeing